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Summary: 


A resident of Kalt thinks fondly of the people she has come 
to know. My third piece for the Golden Sun Travel Zine! 
Check it out at @ZineGolden on twitter! 


Kalt 
Author's Note: 
Hope you enjoy! 


Kalt had always been quiet, a simple enough place for a 
simple life. In her youth there were a few more people to 
share the island with, but over time they had all left for 
warmer pastures—as had her children. 


But she was happy to remain on the island she had known 
all her life with her childhood sweetheart. The little island, 
cold though it could sometimes be, held a special place in 
her heart. She had lived her whole life there, learned the 
Kaltic traditions passed down through the generations, and 
met with the fascinating people of the north. 


They would sail there often, to Prox, when they were 
younger, bringing with them crops the northern town 
struggled to grow and received herbs, furs, and meats in 
return. They were a wonderful people, truly as warm as the 
strange powers that burned within them. As the years went 
on and sailing north became too much of a task for her and 
her husband, the people of Prox began to sail to them. 


They were always welcomed with open arms, like an 
extended family, and brought into her humble home. The 
Proxians often said they didn’t feel the cold, but she 
wouldn't allow them to travel all the way and not show them 
hospitality. 


She was Sure to cook them the famous Kaltic stew, a little bit 
of a popular dish in Prox whenever she and her husband had 
visited. While she knew the visits they shared were, at the 
heart of it all, purely for trade, she was sure the people of 


Prox enjoyed stopping at Kalt as much as she enjoyed 
having them. 


Yet it had been some time since the last visits. 


There were four the time before last, two from Prox itself, a 
stranger with blue hair, and the young lad who had been 
saved. She knew his story, and felt for him—even if she 
didn’t truly understand all that she was told. 


She had welcomed them just the same, wishing them well 
on their journey south. Seasons passed and the world 
became harsher, colder, the seas often freezing solid and 
preventing any travel to or from the Northern Reaches. 


The last group was just two Proxians, nearly a year later, and 
they had brought many supplies and gifts from their town— 
all of the people wishing them well despite the difficulties 
sailing there. Those two enjoyed her cooking, as ever, before 
departing south just as the others had. 


She missed the people of Prox, and her mind would 
sometimes wander to the groups that had sailed south. Any 
time she and her husband shared a pot of Kaltic stew they 
would talk about the people of Prox and the groups, 
wondering how their journey was faring. 


It was about two more years before visitors stopped at Kalt 
Island again. A magnificent ship, not too unlike the ones the 
Proxians would often sail—but bearing wings on either side, 
moored itself on the frozen beaches. 


A group of nine walked through the blustery and snowy 
weather towards her simple cottage. At the head of the 
group was an almost familiar face, older now, a different look 
in his eyes, but she welcomed Felix all the same along with 
all of his new—and old—friends. 


She was so glad to see he had reunited with his sister. 


He thanked her for her hospitality, the entire group doing 
what they could to help around the island—despite her 
objections that they rest—before gathering in her humble 
home for dinner. 


Felix himself requested the famous stew, insisting on 
helping and learning how to cook it. She was more than glad 
to show him, happy to pass on the knowledge to such an 
eager student. 


Together they boiled the cuts of lamb, sliced and seasoned 
the potatoes, and added the finishing spices to the stew all 
while the house was alive with chatter and warmth. She was 
beaming as she and Felix served the bowls of steaming stew 
to the smiling and hungry faces of everyone, the life in the 
house breathing more into her. 


There was no room for the group to stay once the meal was 
finished, all of them thanking the Kaltic pair for their 
hospitality before returning to their ship for the night. Felix 
was the last to leave. He stayed for several hours after to 
talk with the couple. 


He shared stories, told them what had happened—in a 
limited capacity she was sure given the fantastical nature of 
his quest—and promised that once he had helped Prox and 
his quest was over that he would be stopping by again soon 
with three more mouths to feed. 


Before he left Felix hugged the both of them, thanking them 
for their help and the warmth they had brought to Prox 
during his time there. She and her husband returned it 
eagerly, promising to have the table set and ready for when 
he returned. 


Author's Note: 


Thank you for reading!! <3 


